TRUMPET VOLUNTARY
with a glorious arena of the Maritime Alps behind us in a semi-
circle. That, although the cottage was handicapped by being our
own, did indeed come nearest to making a foil capture of my
heart; nearly but not quite; it lost in open competition with the
view where I knocked a hole in the wall looking east towards the
Downs in the English cottage that I rented furnished only for
three months at a time, and held precariously till that day in June,
1942, when I returned there after a brief visit to Kent... and Sophia
told me sorrowfully that they were to sell the big house and go to
live in the cottage themselves. And so, at the end of September—
—At the end of September I would have to move.
I was not sure if I felt grief or elation on hearing this. Always
I am glad when other people burn my boats for me while I hover
indecisively with a .box of safety-matches; and for some time
past I had wondered whether I ought to be lotus-eating, violet-
eating, in the country, since my London home was destroyed ?
if I should not perhaps return to London and find some part-time
war-work to do ? Still continuing, of course, to work as usual
at my own job of writing, partly because I had my living to earn
and pardy because I knew I was not physically strong enough, after
two major operations in 1940, to do a whole-time job. A friend
of mine, another writer who evacuated to the same village at the
same time as myself when the raids destroyed her home in the same
part of London, now declared her similar intention of coming back
and dividing her time in the same way. Then followed a revealing
little dialogue (I mean, revealing to me about myself). She always
wrote in die afternoon and evening, even at night, and could do
nothing whatever in the morning; whereas I am a steady morning
worker from ten to one, and quite often in the early morning
before breakfast, We were both anxious to find an opportunity
to be useful together—a touch of pretty shyness, perhaps—and I
put forward every effort to persuade her earnestly that really,
realty she could work perfectly well in the mornings; simply a case
of making the initial effort, getting her mind adapted to the
unaccustomed hours (adaptability, the new major virtue). After
die first week or two, I said, she would be working in the morning
quite as enthusiastically as in the afternoon, evening or night; one
only fancied these things, you see; we are creatures of habit, you
see; and she could quite easily destroy what she had written during
the first week if it weace not up to standard, treating it as a sort of
Not quite easily, said my friend, who being of tougher,
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